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Summary: After the events of HTTYD2, Hiccup is struggling with his 
roles as Chief and boyfriend. As a threat arises both old and new, 
will he let grief consume him? 


1 . Chapter 1 

**Well hello there my fine readers, and welcome to my first ever 
chapter here on fanfiction! This is going to be some good old 
fashioned post-HTTYD2 angsty-ness, and I hope you like it. If you do 
please leave a review for suggestions on what you'd like to see on 
this story and what you liked or didn't like. Now, on with the 
show ! ** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Her axe splits the pine like butter, calling the crows out of 
their nest above with a resounding-<p> 

_CRACK_ . 

Sweat dripping down her back, Astrid looks up to the sky as dark 
shadows and light refractions play across her face. 

_Hiccup stood up unsteadily, his auburn hair ruffling in the breeze 
as the village applauded his bravery. The dragons shot fireballs of 
triumph into the sky, but their new leader had never looked more 
uncertain. She walked over, punching him gently in the 
shoulder ._ 

_"Told you." she spoke softly in his ear. He dragged his eyes away t 
look her in the eyes._ 

_"You did not tell me." His voice was serious, but he couldn't help 
grinning crookedly. _ 



_"I did if you want me to kiss you." He opened his mouth to reply, 
but was interrupted by a burly man approaching him. "Hello, 

Spitelout . "_ 

_"Hello Chief. So, any plans on how we are going to survive the 
night?" Hiccup's expression immediately soured, sobering up in front 
of Astrid's very eyes. He took his hands out of hers and stood a 
little taller. _ 

_"0f course. 

That had been several days ago. Taking a deep breath, she steps over 
to Stormfly to stroke her snout lovingly. 

"C'mon girl, lets go get some dinner." At that last word her dragon 
perks up immediately, giving Astrid a toothy grin. She tries to 
reciprocate, smiling wanly. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The silence in the group was unnerving. Even the twins were 
subdued, scraping their bowls of soup clean. Astrid stared into her 
own as if it held all the answers of Valhalla itself. "Where is he?" 
she asked halfheartedly . <p> 

"Where do you _think_?" Snot lout replied after a moment of 
silence . 

"Don't be like that-" 

"Like what? It's barely been a week Astrid," his voice rose, 
betraying his frustration, and behind that, despair. "And look at 
us!" he gestured to the others, who looked away. "Do you really think 
Hiccup is doing much better? Don't you think he'd actually be here if 
he was?" 

"He's strong-" 

"He's a mess and you know it." He jabs a pudgy finger in her 
direction, not caring if she was going to break it or not. Astrid's 
comeback is interrupted as the noise in the hall dies just enough for 
her to hear it; 

_step- clunk, step- clunk. _ 

"Speak of the devil." Snotlout mutters as he watches along with the 
rest of the Vikings. Hiccup hadn't been seen eating publically since 
the battle with Drago. He collapsed onto the bench next to Astrid, 
meeting their gazes evenly. He'd come prepared, she mused sadly. 

The absence of the traditional Chief's cloak emphasised the hunch of 
his shoulders, which she surmised wasn't the singular cause of 
fatigue. No, this was the weight of grief, which had become his 
armour for the past week. His entire day was filled coping with the 
incessant needs of the villagers, and his insistence on continuing to 
create new building plans took him late into the night. She had even 
had to take Toothless flying, something that reminded her and her 
friends just how much of a toll Hiccup's new role was taking. 



"Hey." She inwardly cringed at the insensitive lightness in her 
voice . 

Fishlegs wolfed down his turkey leg to start a conversation, clearing 

his throat hurriedly. "So, Ruffnut... did you hear about 

the-" 

"Uhhh, did I _say_ you could talk to me?" Ruffnut leaned over to her 
brother, rolling her eyes. 

"Idiot." She said loudly in his ear. 

"Nice one, sis." They clunked heads affectionately. Well, Astrid 
assumed it was affectionate. 

She mentally groaned as she glanced toward the newcomer, pointedly. 
Unfortunately, the notion was caught as Hiccup sighed, straightened, 
and looked to the rest of the group. "Look, guys... I appreciate you 
all looking out for me, really, but I'm fine." His tone left no room 
for argument- unless you were Snotlout. 

The chief's cousin scoffed; "Save us your Yak Dung, Hiccup- you're 
not fooling any of us." Hiccup's watery smile looked more like a 
grimace with every passing second, his eyes guarded. "I'm not trying 
to-" 

"Fool us? You're right. You're trying to fool yourself." The burly 
Viking leant across the table, his voice low. "You can try and 
pretend you're fine, _Chief_, " that caused Hiccup to flinch, "but 
I've known you your entire life and I can see straight through 


"_Enough.__" Astrid snarled. She was hardly happy with Hiccup at the 
moment either, but even she knew that this was not the time or place. 
Hiccup's eyes hardened like their emerald colour; he stood abruptly, 
scraping the bench backwards with a screech that drew other Vikings ' 
attention. "Wait!" She grabbed his hand on impulse. He turned to look 
at her with an expression that broke her heart. She turned to look at 
the others searchingly at the others' equally guilty expressions 
(minus Snotlout, who glared at the table) before facing her boyfriend 
again. "I'm- we're sorry. Hiccup. Whatever you need... we're here for 
you . " 

"...Thank you." He said stiffly, withdrawing his hand as if she had 
the plague before striding towards the grand carved doors of the 
hall. Astrid' s pain was forgotten as those very same doors swung open 
with a mighty groan, amongst a hoarse cry of "CHIEF! CHIEF!". 

Astrid gasped in horror; the limping messenger had three ragged cuts 
running diagonally across his face from left temple to the right side 
of his jaw. The blood had soaked into his brown tunic, his matching 
hair hanging over his blue eyes as he staggered. Gobber and Astrid 
stood simultaneously; mirroring expressions of shock. Hiccup stepped 
away from the boy in horror- he was only a few years younger than 
himself. The boy in question held out a tattered scroll to him 
shakily. He breathed the word; "_Run_. " 

His body hit the floor. Everyone turned to their chief in dread. 
Hiccup took a breath of silence, reaching for the dropped parchment 
and unravelling it with shaking fingers. 



"Get him to Gothi . " The tone of his voice was flat. He turned. 
"_Now_! " 

It was as if the room had been unfrozen. Young and old alike sprung 
to action like the ocean's tide, never having seen Hiccup like this 
before. Gobber fought through the chaos hook and hand, futilely 
trying to reach his former apprentice. 

"Hiccup!" He yelled. The person in question stubbornly refused to 
acknowledge him, disappearing out the doors of the hall. Gobber 
watched him dejectedly, turning away before noticing Astrid watching 
him. The message in his blue eyes was clear. 

_'You know what attacked that boy.'_ 

Dragons ' ._ 

~k ~k ~k 

><p><strong>I ' m sorry if this chapter was quite short, I'm still 
getting into the flow of things. What do you think was on that 
scroll ?<strong> 


2 . Chapter 2 

**EDIT: Sorry I completely forgot to add an author's note! I just 
finished my final A level mock and got a few results back... . I got 
an A in maths. An A. AAAAAAAA. Anywho, replying to 
reviews ; * * 

**Baltimore Raven: I'm really enjoying this! And I never thought I'd 
say this to someone, but you did a great job with Snotlout. You 
showed a totally different side to him that, while unexpected, really 
fit. Please keep going and update soon! God Bless! / Wow thank you! I 
didn't want to make Snotlout OCC but I think he really does care for 
Hiccup, and seems to have matured a lot by the end of the second 
movie . * * 

**Guest 1: i like the story more pis! / Your wish is my 
command . * * 

**Guest 2: My guess: The dragon hunters are back. This sounds 
interesting, please keep going. Thank you. / You're close, but its a 
little bit more complicated than that- a hint is in this chapter ; ) 
Thanks, I don't exactly want it to be boring, and I will try my best 
to update regularly!** 

**Also, a big thank you to:** 

**Baltimore Raven ** 

* *ChigauBakemono ** 

* *FallenWinterRose ** 

**Fox of the Emerald Isle ** 


**Iris Patton 


* * 



**Rogue Dragon Rider** 

**ShadowSpirit020 ** 

**shutupandREADwithme ** 

* *wingedf lower , and** 

**zippythecellist for following the story! Now, on with the actual 
story . * * 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The wind whistled through Hiccup's auburn locks as he sprinted 
through the town square, the cobbled streets threatening to throw him 
to the floor. Thankfully no one was around to see his unchieflike 
behaviour, though the faint screams of his 'subjects', could be heard 
in the direction of the training arena. <p> 

_Nothing like a bit of deadly competition to forget about death 
itself, _he mused bitterly. After the battle with Drago and his army, 
he supposed he couldn't blame them for needing some happiness. It 
wasn't just his father who had been lost that day, although his 
missing present had been the hardest to ignore. How could a scrawny, 
weak, useless thing like him ever hope to match up to the greatest 
chief he had ever known? 

Pushing away his despair he paused, panting, to take in the familiar 
ruggedness of the healers hut, which he had raced to as soon as its 
sole inhabitant had sent word of the messenger, whom had collapsed 
the previous night. 

Gothi ' s home, balanced precariously on the edge of a weathered cliff 
side, was as easy a route as his own house; he'd been there enough 
times (unfortunately) to know his way to the islands forested 
edge . 

His dad had tried many a time to convince her to move closer-a bigger 
house, new furniture-to no avail. He could have ordered her as chief, 
sure, but he has-_had_, always had a fondness for the stubborn old 
woman . 

Ignoring the tightening of his throat, he pushed open the wooden door 
of the creaking shack that belonged to the village healer. 

"Gothi, " he nodded at her respectfully before looking towards a 
blonde haired boy, who lay sprawled on a straw mattress below a row 
of assorted hanging dried herbs. His pale skin was obscured beneath a 
threadbare blanket, his face awash with exhaustion. 

"How is he?" The worry in his quiet voice was apparent to the elderly 
woman, who hurriedly hobbled to gather a jar of sand from one of the 
many shelves. She, after sprinkling it on the floor, started writing 
in it shakily with her gnarled walking stick. 

"A suspected broken rib. .concussion. . " he winced inwardly; he 
definitely knew what that felt like, "claw marks aren't infected.." he 
muttered, offhandedly realising that Gobber's reading lessons had 
actually paid off, to his surprise. Hopefully, Gods willing, he could 



question the boy when he woke up. 

Breathing a sigh of relief, he thanked Gothi as he shut the door 
behind him, breathing in the late autumn air, and focusing on getting 
back down the hill. The messenger's condition appeared to be the 
least of his worries, especially according to the scro- 

No. _No._ 

Astrid stood stoically at the bottom of the hill, the cold steel of 
Drago's sword pressed against her throat. 

An eternity passed. 

His voice wouldn't work. Hiccup tried to keep himself steady as he 
slowly approached the madman like one would a wild animal. He was 
suddenly too hot. Sweat trickled down his trembling 
hands . 

"You. . .you're _dead_.You aren't-" 

"One more move, boy, or girlie gets a sword through her neck." He 
leaned in close to Astrid, tightening his hold on her waist; "And we 
wouldn't want to ruin such a pretty face." He whispered with a 
sickening grin. 

Anger. Despair. Fear. "Let her go." Desperation seeped into his 
words. Silence. "Let her go, or I swear to all the gods you will 
never see daylight again." He snarled. 

"You've become quite the little chief already, haven't you?" 

His fury bubbled into desperation. "Please," Hiccup pleaded, "leave 
her be. She has nothing to do with this." 

"Oh, but my dear boy., she has _everything__ to do with this." 

He had to keep Drago distracted. His breath quickened; he couldn't 
lose her. Not her too. A seconds glance made him want to cry- the 
streets were deserted, he had no weapon. He had no plan, no friends, 
no father. His facade broke. 

"What do you WANT from me?!", digging his hands into his hair. There 
it was. Drago studied him for a moment and smiled, before he relaxed 
his arms. Astrid stumbled forward from his meaty grasp, before 
landing onto the cobblestone. Before his blade plunged into her 
back . 

"Revenge . "The world stopped, stared as a madman pulled his sword from 
Astrid Hofferson's body with a sickening sound. Someone screamed. He 
rushed over, grabbed her before she could fall to the ground, 
cradling her in his arms. 

"Astrid. Astrid? Astrid! No, no no no, "he gasped frantically, "don ' t 
you dare leave me. _Don't you dare close your eyes !_" He screamed in 
a whisper, shaking her. "_Please_. " He looked at her and forgot how 
to breathe. 


"I ..." Astrid whispered. 



"Shhh, " he shook. He cupped her face and gazed into her eyes, "save 
your strength." 

She clasped her hand on top of his, breathing weakly. 

"Don't wait for me, dragon boy. Promise.. Promise me." He rested his 
forehead on hers, blood and sweat and tears mixed into one, and 
smiled as tears rolled down his face. 

"I'll always wait for you," he sobbed, " don't leave me, Astrid? 
Astrid ! " 

Her eyes stilled, a tear frozen on her cheek. Her final breath left 
her, and Hiccup's wail tore through the air. 

_WHY? WHY IS IT ALWAYS ME? Please, don't leave me!_ 

"Son." Hiccup tensed, looking at nothing and everything. He span in 
the time of a heartbeat, his face a dewy meadow of 
tears . 

" . . .Dad?" 

"She's gone, my boy . "Stoick ' s voice was laced with regret as his son 
slowly twisted his neck back to the concrete. He faced a pile of 
ashes . 

"Lover girl is dead." His stomach pooled with dread. _Dead_. 

He stepped back over Astrid' s dusty remains as his father surrendered 
to the shadows, morphing into a hulking, scarred figure with 
dreadlocks the shade of nightlock, framing the eyes that plagued his 
nightmares . 

"And so are you." Drago lunged. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup gasped and shot up, banging his head on a cool black 
surface. Green orbs watched him, cooing. The chief started, before 
grabbing onto Toothless with an iron grip, rubbing his sweaty face 
into smooth scales. He sat, shaking, until the sun rose, only later 
realising that the sweat on his face had been tears. <p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>His father's cloak was a symbol of power, of respect. Each brass 
button had an engraved symbol of one of the four seasons, to show 
resilience and determination throughout the year's heavy green 
material brought good fortune for the Autumn's harvest; the fur 
lining did the same for hunting season. The respect it brought put 
the pompous Emperors of Rome to shame . <p> 

Hiccup hated it. Every time he walked down the stairs as he did now, 
it's singed edges stared him in the face from the banister. The fur 
had burned to tufts, the brass buttons were tarnished. He looked 
away . 

The house was empty, him being the only resident as Valka- mother- 
was on a trip to collect her belongings from what remained of the 



dragons' ice nest and check for any lone dragons. She wouldn't be 
back for a few days, at the least. It was just as well- he hated 
having to put a fake smile on in his own home. The day was enough, 
especially in front of Astrid. 

Gods, _Astrid_. Shivering as flames eat away at the wood in the 
fireplace, he couldn't help but wonder if his nightmare had been a 
warning. As if he needed another- the message in writing already had 
him wanting her support more than ever. He just couldn't look at her 
without seeing undeniable pity. He didn't want- didn't _need_ 
pity . 

He needed an army. 

Hiccup sat down heavily on an armchair, unfurling the scroll once 
again. The firelight danced across the parchment. It would be so easy 
to get rid of; a flick of the hand into the flames. If only it were 
that simple- pretend it had never happened. Pretend his father's 
murder didn't happen last week. 

His Dad would come in, laughing jovially as he put on his cloak that 
he'd left behind and reminded him to eat breakfast for the third time 
that morning. He'd give that prideful smile that always made him turn 
away in embarrassment after smiling back. The past few years had been 
some of the best between them for a long time. He knew he wasn't what 
his father had always wanted in a son, but he'd accepted him- all of 
him, and that was all he had wanted. 

A gentle knock sounded on the panelled door, raising dust motes from 
their slumber to dance in the morning sunlight and Hiccup from his 
reverie. He should clean that. A heavy sigh came from the gronckle 
iron handle as it turned. 

"...Hiccup?" He raised his head hopefully. Astrid' s golden braid 
appeared from the doorway along with the scent of periwinkle. Ever 
since they'd started dating, she'd been obsessed with making perfumes 
from the flowers that grew in the forest outside her house. Although, 
she had promised to kill him if he even mentioned it to anyone, which 
had made him familiar scent was comforting as she stepped into the 
room, firelight and concern dancing across her delicate face. 

"I,-" clearing her throat, "I was wondering if you needed me to ride 
Toothless . " 

"Oh." He winced at the disappointment in his own voice. "Thank 
you . " 

Astrid hesitated, before stepping forward suddenly as if not of her 
own accord. She made to open her mouth as if to say something, before 
Toothless spared them their embarrassment. He bounded down the stairs 
with a seemingly endless abundance of energy, which deflated at the 
sight of their visitor. Unfortunately, Astrid' s visits had become 
less looked forward to. 

"Hey Toothless! Ready to go for a fly?" The croon she received in 
return with the look towards him did nothing to deplete her desperate 
cheer. Hiccup 


noticed, before he had to turn away. "Come on!" The ebony dragon's 
ears flattened to his head, looking back at Hiccup stubbornly. 



His throat was tight. "Go on with Astrid, bud, I've got a lot of work 
to do. I'll- I'll see you later." Paws shuffled across the wood, 
ending with a creak and a finalising click. 

Hiccup shuddered, and choked on a sob, before shamefully hiding 
himself with his hands so his father wouldn't see. 

_Gods, someone help me_. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Hiccup, good to see ye! I was about t' come and get ye 
myself ! "<p> 

"Sorry Gobber, I just had to sort some things with Astrid." 

"_0h_?" The blacksmith swung his hammer around so fast he almost fell 
off of his stool. 

"Yes, the flying arrangements?" Gobber raised an eyebrow, the glimmer 
of mischief still in his eye. "For Toothless?" The eyebrow lowered 
with his face. 

"0 ' course . " 

Hiccup scratched his head. "Did you finish the beams for the 
Jorgensen's house?" The majority of the larger houses on Berk had 
been ravaged by the ice from Drago ' s attack, including his pompous 
uncle's, and his own. He'd tried to insist on the others having 
re-construction priority, but it appeared the chief had no choice in 
the matter. At least, not with him as chief anyway. 

"Yes, cornin' along quite nicely if I do say so myself." The 
blacksmith paused, stroking his moustache with the comb attachment of 
his stump. He turned towards the younger man. "Hiccup... I know 
things are hard right now, but... Dontcha think the lass deserves to 
know what's goin' -" 

The door crashed open, holding a panting Fishlegs and relieving an 
anxious Hiccup. Anything physical, he could deal with. The newcomer 
rested his hands on his thighs, his face as red as a 
tomato . 

"Hiccup! Gothi- soon- up-" 

"Use verbs, Fishlegs!" 

"The messenger's waking up!" 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Please don't forget to review it is so cool to talk to 
you guys! I'm leaving the mystery of the scroll for another chapter 
or so, so feel free to place your bets on what it will 
be ! <strong> 


End 
f ile . 



